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THE ANGEL AND  THE CROWN
I MARKED as in the tale of yore An old man scraping with a rake
In heaps of refuse by his door. An angel bending bid him take
The golden crown he held on high,
And pointing to the effulgent sky,
"Look up, my son, look up," he cried, " To golden sky and golden crown,
A fuller life, more large and wide." The old man answered with a frown,
" I wish you'd stop your silly shouts.
I've lost a penny hereabouts."
I saw a housewife full of care, And troubled how to meet both ends.
In hats and dress her daily prayer To raise the envy of her friends.
With butcher, bread, and milk accounts,
Great Heavens I how the balance mounts I
" Look up, my child," the angel cried, "To higher thought and nobler wish.
The world above is fair and wide*" She gave a little scornful " Pish 1